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A SONG OF THE SAND-MA-

!Hn! Tor the Sand-ma- n ! jolly old fellow.
With twinkling eyes and a cleesome smile;

HJe comes when the candles flicker yellow,
And he does his work in jauntiest style,

yor he lightens his cumbersome bag of sand
With a light and a brisk and a generous band.

JHi! for the Sand-ma- n merry old codger,
His aim Is firm and his shot is crack,

Ad the sharpest wiles of the nimblest dodger
Can baffle him never, nor hold him back;

33tte eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, brown,
3Se powders them soft and the lids drop down.

Ho! for the Sand-ma- n I funny old rover.
He stops the playing and halts the fun!

Ec doesn't wait till the games are over.
He doesn't care whether the romps are done.

Ills shazcy old head pokes in, and lo !

2Touths gape wide open and feet lag slow.

.Ho! for the Sand-ma- n I blithesome old caller.
Mothers esteem him and nurses adore,

for he gathers the children, the big and the
smaller.

And hurries them swiftly away borore
They know it's been done, to the babbling

streams
And the singing birds of the Land of Dreams.

Emma A. Opper, in Good Housekeeping.

UNCLE JACOB'S EUSE.

A. Change in His "Will Produces a
Happy Effect.

Jenny and Lucy Bagley were the pret--iie- st

two girls in Balky Bottom. Their
mother was very proud of them, and
though a widow in straitened circum-
stances she strained hor narrow means
to put them at the now seminary.

The ambitious mother might have
found it difficult to carry through
hor plans if an only brother, several
.years her senior, who had run away
"when a boy, and who had long ago
"been given up for dead, hadn't come
back one day as suddenly as he had
disappeared, with no end of money in
his pocket, still a bachelor.

Uncle Jacob Ransower, in spite of
"his grotesque dialect and
manners, soon became a great favor-
ite with Jenny and Lucy. By a sort
of tacit understanding he took up his
home in his sistor's house, and from
that time the latter was relieved from,
all anxiety on the score of her daugh-
ters' education, Uncle Jacob thence-
forward cheerfully paying their bills,
including all the "extras."

The girls came home finished at
last, and Uncle Jacob was teased into
"buying a grand piano, With half a cart
load of fashionable music.

The sisters would have had flocks of
"beaux, for they were not only remark-
ably pretty, but, as every body know,
they would one day come into Uncle
Jacob's money; but they held their
lieads so very high that there wasn't a
;youth in Balky Bottom adventurous
enough to spunk up to them. Even
Hiram Hoppick, who used to be rather
spry in his attentions to Jenny in the

.ante-semina- ry days, and Reuben Ruck--jna- n,

who "used to bask in an occa-
sional sm:le of Lucy's in the same
blissful poriod, hung back now like a
brace of bashful school-boy- s with their
fingers in their mouths.

At last a star of the first magnitude
set the firmament of Balky Bottom all
ablaze. It was no less a luminary
than Mr. Cleophas Brassey. Uncle
Jacob, who had caught from his nieces
a. touch of the seminarian idiom, pro-
nounced him "mooch too quoite."
But tho ladies nonconcurred. Mr.
Brassey, in their oyes, was a porfect
Prince Charming; and when they
came to know him, and heard him
.sing: "Mehawt is fawh, fawh awav!"

a statement with probably more
truth than poetry in it Jenny declared
he was nicer than a a , and Lucy
quite agreed with her.

For the first time in their lives was
ihere any jealousy between tho sisters.

For a timo Mr. Brassey distributed
"his attentions impartially betweon tho
two. It would have puzzled him, in-
deed, to give a reason for a prefer-
ence. In point of looks, neither sister
had tho advantage, and Uncle Jacob's
money, it was understood, was to go
Jto them in equal portions.

But Cleophas Brassey was of a more
"practical turn of mind than the meta-
physical donkey that starved to death
between two haystacks, for want of a
philosophical reason for choosing tho
one rather than tho other. Uncle
Jacob was complaining a good deal
lately of a "puzzin' in his hot," and
bad put himself on doublo rations of
blackstrap as a remedy. Feeling there
was no time to Ic60, Mr. Brassey, in

"the privacy of his chamber, christened
his meerschaum Jenny and his tobacco-stopp- er

Lucv. and went over the old
juvenile rigmarole by which school-
boys decide who's first to be hare.
Tho last word fell to Lucy; so Lucy it
was.

From that timo forth it ceased to be
- question whore Mr. Brassey' s pre-
dilections lay. It was nothing but
Xucy with him now.

Mr. Brassey would have proposed
"to Lucy without delay, but he was a
little dubious on tho score of Uncle
Jacob. It would be just like that ob-

stinate old Dutchman, if he didn't like
the match, to express his disapproval
"by a disinheriting clause in his wilL

But at last a circumstance occurred
that couldn't fail to give Mr. Brassey
a considerable lift in Dncle Jacob's
opinion. Lawyer Hackler, with whom
jM. B. seemed to have a good deal of
business lately, came in hot haste in
.search of that gentleman, whom he
found on the widow's back porch mak-
ing himself quite one of tho family
Uncle Jacob, with his corncob pipe
and pitcher of blackstrap, flanking
.the party.

"I have just received," said the law-
yer, breaking in on the company with
the air of one on pressing business,
"an offer of two hundred thousand do-
llars for your Florida plantation.
What answer shall I give?"

"Say I've "changed my mind and
don't wish to sell," carelessly rwpiied

the other, turning to resume his tete-a-te- te

with Lucy, and Hackler left
Uncle Jacob's ears had not been idle;

and when, in the evening, it was dis-

closed in family council that Mr.
Brassey had that afternoon proposed
to Lucy, the old gentleman, instead of
exploding as had been feared, smoked
his pipe in silence, and when that and
tho blackstrap were finished, betook
himself quietly to bed.

Next morning Uncle Jacob was off

betimes to town. Going straight to
Lawyer Hackler's office, he sought
and obtained a private interview.

"How mooch you sharch to wride
my vill?" he asked.

"Twenty-fiv- e dollars," replied the
lawyer, blandly.

Doo mooch," objected Uncle Jacob.
"Shoost shdriko off der dwventy und
it's a pargain."

Mr. Hackler expostulated a little,
but finally accepted the amendment

"How do you wish to leave your
property, Mr. Ransower?" he inquired.
dipping his pen in the ink, and draw
ing toward him a sheet of paper.

"Veil, I vas goin' to leafe it to der
dwo cirls. szhare and szhare alike; put
now Lucy, she's goin' to marry sooch
a mighty rich feller dot she von'tnee
somo more; so I'fe gonclooted shoots'
to kif all my leedle bile to Chinny."

Mr. Hackler opened his eyes, but
took down his client s instructions
without comment, promising to hav
the document prepared as early as the
press of other business would permit
As soon as Uncle Jacob's back wat
turned tho lawyer hurried to Mr.
Brassey's lodgings, where the pair
were quickly closeted.

That same afternoon Mr. Brassey
knocked at the Widow Bagley's door.
Could he see Miss Jenny? ho inquired.

When Jenny entered the sitting-roo-

where she found Mr. Brassey
waiting, her face looked as much like
a thunder-clou- d as a pretty face could.
And the thunder came near bursting
when Mr. Brassey had the assurance
to ask her to walk with him. But
curiosity, for the moment, overcame
resentment. She would hear what
the culprit had to say; there would be
time for the thunder afterwards.

Nor was she long kept in expecta-
tion. Tho walk had hardly begun
when Mr. Brassey, with a tact and
delicacy all his own, disclosed the fact
that a very recent examination of his
heart probably it had just returned
from its wanderings, "fawh, fawh
away!" had convinced him of his
mistake in supposing that he had ever
tovea anotner man norsbii. it was
she and sho alone whom he had
adored from the first Would she for-
give his momentary backsliding?

Mr. Brassey's eloquence was melt
ing, and he was accepted.

The ticklish task of breaking the
news to Luy, Jenny, to Mr. Bras-
sey's no small relief, took upon her-
self. They parted at the gate, it
being considered prudent that tho
versatile Brassey should keep out of
tho way till the storm had blown
over.

And storm, indeed, it was. The
sisters wore in the height of their
wordy cap-pulli- it might have
come to tho literal thing but for their
seminary training in the arts of elo-

cution when Uncle Jacob came upon
the scene.

At tho first lull he told about his in-

terview with Lawyer Hackler on the
subject of the will. There was a sud-
den dropping of scales from two pairs
of blazing oyes. Mr. Brassey's change
of base was fully explained.

"You see, cirls,' continued Uncle
Jacob, "I kinder soospected vat dem
two rokes, Prassey und dot lawyer
chap, vas up to, und so I shoost sot a
leetle drap for 'em. Und now, if
you'll dake my adwice, you'll shdop
voolin' mit sooch shlibbory vops, und
bick oud a goople of goot honest vel-le-rs

for beaux, like dose Hiram Hop-pic- k

und Reuben Ruckman."
Uncle Jacob countermanded the

order for the will, and Jenny and
Lucy, who will be his heirs without
any doubt seemed disposed to follow
his advice. At any rate, they are on
the best of terms at present with their
old admirers. Hiram and Reuben,
who have spunked up wonderfully of
late.

As for Cleophas Brassey, he was ar-
rested for swindling, on a requisition
from a neighboring State, the day fol-
lowing his second proposal. N. Y.
Ledger.

No Musical Sense in Horses.
An interesting report regarding the

development of the musical sense in
horses has just been made by a com-
mittee of German zoologists and bot-
anists. The report says: "The in-
vestigations as to tho musical sense of
horses have shown that that sense is
very poorly developed in these ani-
mals. It has been proved beyond

! doubt that horses have no notion what
ever of keepingtime to music and that
at circuses they do not dance accord-
ing to the tune, but that the musicians
have to keep time according to the
steps of tho animals. Other investi-
gations show that horses do not un-
derstand military trumpet signals. It
is only the i ider or the animal's in-
stinct of imitation which induces
horses to make the moves required by
the signal, but no horse without a
rider, however carefully trained, takes
the slightest notice of a trumpet sig-
nal and the same observation has been
made on a largo number of cavalry
horses without riders." Science.

m
"I understand you are one of tho

fair graduates, Misa Pease." "More
than fair, Mr. Fleecy. I stood ninety-si-x

in all my examinations." Epoch.

Julian Hawthorne has written
twenty-nin- e books.

CHEISTIE.

EDARWOOD stood
between the hills and
the shore; a cheery
place pe'eping out
from, its clump of
cedars, and common-
ly known as the
''Captain's house."

It had been the
bachelor quarters of
Captain Delancy for
a dozen years or
more; but now It
had been refur-
nished and set in
order, for the "Cap

tain" had cone South for a bride.
All Rockford was really nervous, so eager

were they to get a glimpso of the Southron
beauty wily enough to have snared Martin j

Delancy' s heart; all but little Christie i

Barns.
She heard the gossip with blanched face

and compressed lips, and her sweet dreams
of Cedarwood vanished into the bitterness
of tho cruel awakening.

Only a week before the Captain had in-

vited her over to see the new arrangements,
and seemed so pleased with her warm ap-

proval.
And now ho would bring a bride from

the southland to its cozy apartments I

O t it was too much ! Christie walked on
the bright shore; climbed up the hills, high
up among tho silvery birches and strag-glm- g

oaks to try to forget. It could not bo ;
nay, she must remember.

Somehow she had always felt so sure of
Captain Dclancy's heart; she had read his
love many times in tho quiet, expressive
eyes.

And only last week at Cedarwood he
looked at her in such a way that her heart
throbbed to the old, old story as it never
had before.

Then, too, he had kissed her hand at
parting, and called hor his "dearest
friend."

What did it all mean ; why had ho called
her that? What were the pretty carpets and
filmy curtains at Cedarwood to her if if

Christie went no further in her painful
questioning, for the rock on which she
stood suddenly loosened from its sandy bed
and slipped down the hill-sid- e.

She clutched at tho roots of a hemlock,
but they eluded her frantic efforts, and with
acryChristio shut her eyes and went down

down down.
"The water's mighty rough, 'pears to me;

guess I'll pull ashore." And shoreward
eamo tho boat of old Lee, the fisherman.

Hi3 long, unkempt locks blowing in the
breeze, his ragged jacket and general dilap-
idated appearance were enough to excite
pity, but for all that he would have laughed
the idea to scorn.

He and "tho old 'ooman" were contented;
they "had nuff to eat and wear, and what
more was wantin't"

He gathei ed up his basket with its two
pickerel and trudged along over the wet
sand, his hair flying in the wind and dreamy
expression!) flitting across his wrinkled
visage.

"Lor', what's this? Why! great guns, it's
the httle brown-eye- d darter of Widder
Burns, as I'm alive !"

He stoopod over the prone form and, see-
ing no signs of animation, he shouted to a
boy some distance up the shore.

"Ahoyl there, Marc" The boy turned
and came book.

Tho spray from the incoming tide
drenched the feet of the unfortunate girl,
and a lacerated arm showed through the
orn sleeve as tho old fisherman lifted the

white face tenderly to his knee.
"She's doad, I do b'lieve; must ha' fallen

from them rocks up thar' som'ers," ho mut-
tered. "I wonder why in all notur people's
got to go galivantin' up these pesky hills
for, anv way?"

The boy knelt by Christie and took hor
wrist with trembhngfingers. "She's alive,
sir," ho said, joyfully.

"Aye, aye 1" assented the old man, and
he gathered up his unconscious burden and
bade Marc run on ahead of him and break
the news gently to the mother.

"Don't go an' say she's dead, now," said
he; "but Bay Christie's had a fall an' that
I'm abringin' her home."

Marc understood, and fairly flew over tLe
sands toward the litWe cottage a quarter of
a mile back from the pier.

Old Lee sped along forgetful of the two
pickerel, of tho old ooman's tay, of every- -

"ton', what's this?"
thing but that little Christie Burns, whom
ho had dandled on his knee, was nearer
death than life.

Half of Rockford knew of the accident
before dark, and Madame Rumor painted
the story in glowing colors. It was no
accident, 'twas just as plain as day that
Christie meant suicide; because well, it
was easy to see through it now, since the
Contain was on his way homo with a bride.

But Christie, unconscious of the scandal-
ous gossip, lay in the spare-roo- of the
little cottage raving in wildest delirium of apretty curtains, bright carpets, sweet-scent-- d

cedars and of deceit. aGreat was the surprise, however, when
the May Roy arrived, and Captain Deia;--
stepped over the plank with his usual

bachelor airs and alone.
Then it noshed over gossipy Rockford

LSSr 8d PreJicated ; and the
..vMufvuwuiiuu-i- ok mo lUUUtCm JiSJRoy as if it were at fault thatabrido was
not lorthcomiDg.

"Wonder how such a thine started!
questioned Jack Burgess, a friend of the
Captain's, to him that evening under the

a,eysatenasocialciia
DiA;rTt aasw"!ed Delancy,

knockmgtheashesfrom a d Ha- -

i;cw Tov th t i. .!JT h.
unfortunate Vpiece business,

"J umuuuuaie, tuu ftUSSip nOS."
The Captain looked up quicklv. 'Why!'

he asked.
"Haven't heard a word, old fellow!"

queried Jock.
"Not a whisper."
"Well, I ralant have knowtf von hadn' t or

fou wouldn't be sitting here. You&ee.lfiss
Burns has acted mighty strange ever siaoe
he" story got afloat that yea intended
awgingawixewitarca," I

Captain Delancy grew white and nerftrosi
the cigar fell from his fingers ana h
stood up.

But Jack continued. "And she wandered
off 'meng the hills overlooking tho ba-y-
RWTTIv1 nhn raa fhtnlriner nt th Mft
Roy-- "

"or uod's sake, go on!" Interrupted
Delancy, sinking backinto his seat.

'Well, theurishotof the matter Is. Misi
Burns is now at death's door from an acci-
ucnt among tne rocks, tnoagn tne gcssips
say Christie meant to suicide."

The Captain laid a heavy hand on Bur-
gess' shoulder, and his eyes seemed to
blaze with an agonized fury. "Is it as bad
as that? O, my Godl" And Jack nodded
in the affirmative.

"This is awfully cruel and sudden."-sai-

Srtwvto Mf86 "You
8tI?.ngS Und

me, old boy, if I go in ; I think I shall have
to ba alone; this is sudden, awfully sudden."

vuon't do any thing rash, Captain," said
Jack, uneasily, as ho wrung Delancy 's hand
at parting. "Remember she may get well;
remember that."

"I will. God bless you, Jack, I will try to
koep track of that," and Captain Delancy
staggered into the house.

Jack Burgess went softly doivn the walk
and shut the wicket carefully behind him,
as if he feared he might disturb his friend.

Christie was convalescing, they said. She
lay on a couch in tho pleasant south room ol
the cottage from whose windows she could

"BLAMED IF I KNOW."

look across to the hills beyond Cedarwood.
The autumn coloring of tho oaks, the sllverj
sprays of the birch and the dark pines
above attracted her attention and but
thoughts ran on and on; but presently she
started violently.

"What is it, dear?"
Captain Delancy had just entered the

room and saw with alarm the flush deepen
on the pale face, and that wild look of de-
lirium creeping into the dark eyes again.

Ho had talked with her only yesterdaj
in the glowing of the October sunshine, held
her thin white hands confidently in his own
and felt sure that the pain and suffering
were over. She had seemed so contentec
and hopeful, but now tho thin hands flut-
tered wildly and the restless eyes failed ic
recognition.

"Christie, darling!" And the strong man
knelt by the moaning girl and buried his fact
in tho pillows to weep.

The mother came and bent over the toss-
ing, delirious girl.

And all hope died out in both fond hearts
as the mutterings of terrible delirium fell
on their cars.

"I see a bride the bride of Cedarwood,
moaned the sufferer. "Sho comes robed ic
white in white; but her wedding gown
doesn't fit. No; it is too stiff, and so nar
row; more like tho robes of tho dead."

"O, Father in Heaven 1" wailed the moth-
er.

"In Heaven Heaven," repeated the wild,
incoherent lips.

Tho physician came and shook his head
sorrowfully. "No hope; no hope," ho said,
sadly.

"Dressed in a shroud the bride cometh,"
and the restless eyes looked strangely from
one loved face to tho other as they bent
above, keeping that last vigil in an agonj
untold.

The fever of delirium had burned cut
Pale as a lily lay Christie in the sunset
light; but reason had not returned, and the
sands of life were about run out.

The cold lips moved; they stooped to catch
tho words:

"The bride of Cedarwood comes; but sho
wears a shroud. Alas! Christie Burns.
Alas! Cedar wood!"

A sigh a shudder, and it was over; gos-
sip had done its worst !

Cedarwood still stands between the hills
and the shore, but alone and tonantlesa.
The Captain went abroad directly after the
death of Miss Burns, and has never re-
turned.

But in the twilight hours a shadowy form
is seen flitting hither and thither at "the
Captain's house;" sometimes under the
darkening cedars, sometimes in tho silent
and desolate rooms. And 'tis said thai
often there comes a strange, whispering
voice, saying, in tones of despair: "The
bride of Cedarwood cometh. butweareth a
shroud! Alasmor Cedar wood !'

Maxda L. CnocKEC

A GREAT CURIOSITY.

An Editor, Driven by Want, Disposes of a
Wonderful Postal Card.

"I have something that I would like to
sell you," said a man addressing the mana-
ger of a dime museum.

"What is it?"
"A postal card. Here it is."
"Is it from a noted man " the manager

asked, taking the card and glancing at it.
"No, very obscure man, I should think."
"Look here, you must think I am a fool.

What advantage can such a thing be to m e I
Is a postal card so rare that it will attract
attention?"

"Ob, there is nothing more common than
postal card, yetthere is nothing rarer than

this one. Let me read it. 'Please send mo
sample copy of your paper.' "
"There is nothing strange about that."
"Isn't there?" the man exclaimed. "If

you don't think so you ought to go into tho
newspaper business."

"I have been in that business. Hundreds
of newSpaper mcn receive such communica- -
tlOUS.

"Do they? "Well, I just want to tell you
that I am the only editor who ever received
such a postal card, and if 1 were not a poor
man I would not part with it. You have

its fine point. YouwrWTIrorsaVrhaTheQup a
club for my paper; does not say that there

numerouY people in his neighborhood
who WuldliketsubscriboforiL"

"Great Casar, that's a fact, lmusthavo
that cord. Name your price.-Arka- nsawJpLrPir

Utility First.
Minister Ah, Mr. Pillar, tho church is

adiy in need of funds.
Parishioner What's wanted?
"I bare .started a subscription to buy the

new organ and another for the poor of the
farishj'

MI c0'' oontribute to both.!' , ,,
"The subscribe to the erfa fiad."

j lFE TURLEV3 WOOIN
How Youfic HooaUr Pepped tit Qsea--

tloa to His Beat OlrL
T rn , ...nad been courting old

man niro'a 4rtMi... it m- 9 uauuLur. nnnriin. lor &

long time; but somehow had never
mustered tm - i.i.- -
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eVer M Vne andHeppie were spooning
"siuer out on tne front porch, Jafe
bo far overcame his bashfulness as to
make an attempt to come to some sort
of an understanding in this matter.

"Heppie." he' began, "it looks as
though we wuz goin' ter have a right
smart lot o' whnt. nrtn nil hi nnr
That bottom field o' mine's ergoin' to
panout f ust-rate- ."

'" m Sd o' that, Lafe," replied
rieppie, "but pap says ourn ain't er- -
goin' ter 'mount ter much."

"My co'n's er lookin' bully, too,"
continued Lafe; "don't b'lieve I ever
seed it so well afore at this
time o' year."

'WelL Lafe," said Heppie as sho
smiled winningly into his face, "you're
mighty lucky, 'relse you're a tip-to-p

good farmer, I dunno which."
"Heppie," said Lafe, impulsively,

'Tm both; I've alius been lucky, an'
besides, I know as much erbout crop-pi-n'

an' handlin' stock as ther next
feller. An' that ain't all," he con-

tinued, "I've got forty aores of good
farmin' Ian' all paid fer, with a good
house on in, an' I wuz "

Here he stopped and began whip-
ping the dust out of hiB trousers with
the riding whip which he still had in
his hand.

"What wuz it you wuz er thinkin' of
Lafe?" queried Heppie softly as she
stole a mischievous, yet encouraging,
glance nt her embarrassed lover.

"Well." said Lafe, with considerable
effort. "I wuz thinkin'. Heppie, that
considerin' as I am tollable lucky, an',
'sides, ain't no fool in farmin' matters,
'at you wouldn't mind marryin' a feller
like me, speshully when he loves you
so well 'at he kain't find words to tell
you about it"

"Lafe," she answered softly, as she
nestled closer to him, "I've knowed a
long timo that you thought more o'
me than you did any one elsa Yes,"
she continued, "I love you, Lafe, an'
I'll be as good er wife as I can ter yer;
but you wuz er long timo screwin' up
yer courage to the stickin' p'int."

"Well," said Lafe; boldly and utter-
ly regardless of the lie he was about to
utter, "I wuz sorter waitin' till I could
git things licked inter shape afore I
axed you. I don't belive in a feller
gittin' a wife until he's got a place ter
take her to. Besides, I knowed yer
pap wouldn't er let us git married till
I'd got some kind of a start, anyhow."

"Lafe Turlejr, I don't believe you."
retorted Heppie. poutingly. "You
wasn't certain I'd have yer, an' you
wuz afeard ter ax me for fear I'd say
no."

"Oh, shucks!" said Lafe, as he
hugged her tighter to his bosom. "I
wasn't afeard ter ask yer, Heppie, hut
ef you'd er said no, that would erbout
killed me. I'd er got outen old Indo-yann- y

in mighty short order, I'm er
tellin' yer."

"Well," said Heppie, "you'd orter
'a' knowed I wouldn't 'a' let you come
here so long ef 1 hadn't 'a' keered a
little fer yer."

"Yes, I know," rejoined Lafe, "but
gals is such queer critters you kain't
just tell much erbout 'em. nohow."

And so he told the truth at last; for
had ho known what Heppie's answer
would have been, it would have saved
him many months of torturing anxiety
and uncertainty. Sho was an enigma
to him, as are all girls to those whose
hearts they hold enthralled, and who,
like Lafe, are, as a rule, cowards in
the presence of the woman they love.

Ed. R. Pritchard, in Arkansas Trav-
eler.

A Legend for

There is a curious old Japanese le-

gend which professes to account for the
origin of the tea plant. Somewhere
about the year 519 A. D., a certain
Buddhist priest of great sanctity paid
a visit to the Celestial empire, and, in
order to devote himself entirely to the
service of God, he solemnly vowed up
on one occasion that he would not go
to sleep for the remainder of his earth-
ly life, but spend his time in perpetual
meditation. Years rolled by, until at
last one sultry day, nature asserted
herself, and tho poor devotee of Budd-

ha fell fast asleep. So great was his
remorse when he awoke that in order
to preclude tho possibility of a repeti-
tion of slumber.he there and then cut off
both his eyelashes and flung them on
tho ground. Passing by the spot next
day. great was his astonishment at

each eyelash metamorphosed
into a shrub and exhibiting "tho form
of an eyelid bordered with lashes, and
possebsingthegiftof hindering sleep."
From these two shrubs, concludes the
legend, sprang tho tea plant Gentle
man's Magazine.

The Difference in Cattle.

Riding along a country road, you
often notice the cattle stand as if they
had no expectations; they hardly raise
their head as you drive by; while the
cattle in the next field will look up
with eagerness, as though men and
women contributed to their happi-
ness. Now, if you should know the
daily life of tho animals on theie two
farms, you would probably find that
on one they were fed and housed, but
had no pet names, no ono greeted them
familiarly or petted them; they be-

longed to the farm, while the bright
animated cattle belonged to the fam-

ily, and there's a vast difference. Ait
John Lubbeeib

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

Mrs. Adeline D. T. Whitney, the
authoress, is a sister of George
Francis Train.

Chauney M. Depow recently did
the first newspaper work of his life
. , . . , , , ..
IOT Wmcn, . -

receivea paymeuu It
was an editorial on "Xne xourui of
July" for Frank Leslie's Weekly, and

, Mr. Deoew was paid $100 for it
W. Martindale, of the London

Public Opinion and a Corsican by
birth, has probably the most remark- -
ablv retentive memory in the world.

j Indeed, it is claimed that after listen--
ing attentively to a speecn.oi tnirty to
forty thousand words, he can go to his
desk and write it out verbatim, with-

out the use of notes of any kind.
Mary Gordon Duffee, the author-

ess, lives with her aged mother in a
ruined frame cottage which sits
perched on the very summit of a
picturesque mountain near Blount
Springs, Ala. Miss Duffeo is now
about fifty years old and is very eccen-

tric: Of late years she has depended
almost entirely on the charity of hor
kind-heart- neighbors.

Gail Hamilton, whoso real name is
Miss Mary A. Dodge, prepares her
manuscript for the press on odd scraps
of paper, with a stub pen. One of her
recent articlos was entirely written on
the inside blank pages of old envelopes
which she had cut open and saved.
Friends who send her letters of which
one sheet is left clean furnish her with
a large amount of her writing ma-
terial. Miss Dodge's handwriting is
a bold, round, mascuiine type, and no
one would suspect that it was pro-
duced by a woman.

The leading tenor of tho world to-

day, Tamagno. is about forty years
of ago, and originally assisted his
father in tho manufacture of mineral
waters in Turin. He and his brother,
a baritone, became members of a
choral society of working-me- n. who
used to give evening conce ts in tho
public gardens, and in this capacity
the tenor attracted the notice of
Signor d'Albezio, who gave him a
musical education. Three years later,
in 1873, Tamagno made his debut in
"Un Ballo," at Palermo, and has sinco
been on of tho most popular tenors
in Italy and Spain, and particularly in
South America, where he amassed a
fortune. He has a powerful voice,
extending two full octaves to the up-

per C
Probably the highest price ever

paid for a book was 10.000,. given by
the German Government for a missal
formerly given by Popo Leo X. to
King Henry VIII. of England, along
with a parchment conferring on that
sovereign the right of assuming the
title of "Defender of the Faith," borne
ever since by English Kings. It was
sold at auction some years ago. The
book which secured the highest offer
was a Hebrew Bible in the possession
of the Vatican. In 1512 tho Jews of
Venice proposed to Popo Julius IL to
buy the Bible, and to pay for it its
weight in gold. It was so heavy that
it required two men to carry it In-

deed, it weighed 325 pounds, thus rep-
resenting the value of half a million
of francs (20,000). Though being
much pressed for money, in order to
keep up the "Holy League" against
King Louis XI L of France, Julius IL
declined to part with the volume.

HUMOROUS.

A pocket-boo-k made of rattlesnake
hide, which is so repulsive to ladies
that they won't touch it, is having
quite a sale among married men.
Pittsburgh Dispatch.

Reporter "What shall I say
about Mulligrubs? He kicked me
down-stair- ." Editor "Oh, just say
that ho declined, with much emphasis,
to express any opinions whatever to-

day." Exchange.
"You say that cognac is the best

remedy for colic? But I find it just
the other way. My husband used to
he troubled seldom, but since I havo
kept cognac in the houso he complains
of colic almost every day." Fliogendo
Blatter.

If a street-ca- r would mako any
thinglike the timo after the passenger
gets aboard that he is called upon to
mako in chasing one our dream of
rapid transit would bo realized. But
cars don't run that way. Boston
Commonwealth.

Insurance Agent "But you must
insure in one of those companies."
"Oh, leave me alone; you can see well
enough that I am going to the dogs."

The very thing! Here is a company
to insure against the bite of mad
dogs." Fliegende Blatter.

Office Boy "There's a letter for
you on the table. Mr. Spink3." (Spinks
looks at it and finds that it is a bill for
his wedding suit As he has been mar-
ried fifteen years he wonders how it
happens to be on his table). Spinks

"Who brought this?" Offico Boy
"A messenger boy, sir." Lawrenca
American.

She (softly) "I shall never for-
get this night and tho balL" He
(tenderly) "Tell me why." She
"And that last waltz!" He "You de-
light me!" She "And you!" He
"You entrance me! Then I have im-
pressed you?" She (more softly than
ever) "Yes, you've abont smashed
two of my toes." Boston Beacon.

Editor Cheap Monthly "I tell you
It makes a man feel good to do a noble
action. Til sleep well Ad-
miring Wife "Havo you rescued some
children from cruelty or saved a life,
my dear?" "Well, no, not exactly;
but to-da-y a young woman who has
been furnishing us with matter for
three years without charge came into
the office and I gave her fifty cents,"
-F-kiladelphla Record.
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